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revising the first two parts of this work pre-
viously composed. The labor was beyond her
strength. She became very feeble. Worn out
by insomnia, enervated by the use of opium,
terrified by the thought of death, she fled
from that death, as it were " fighting against
the invading ills with an heroic impetuosity;
invited everywhere, going everywhere, keeping
open house, receiving in the morning, at din-
ner, and in the evening." She was diverted
then by conversation, butrat night her restless-
ness would not let her keep her bed, and she
walked to and fro for hours together trying to
conquer her mind by fatigue, to benumb it, to
soothe it In the month of February, 1817,
the malady so much dreaded seized upon her
while at a ball at the house of the Due De-
cazes. She fell paralyzed and could not rise
again. This was, for her ardent nature and
her fanciful imagination, the most horrible of
afflictions. She had often pictured to herself
its tortures: "A soul still alive united to a
ruined body, inseparable enemies/'

She bore her trial with resignation in her in-
most soul, and before her friends with a sort of
melancholy gayety. She made the most, in
view of her death, of all that remained of her
life and the last flower of her illusions. She
had been removed to a house in the rue des